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spair?... I no longer have that intrepid curiosity which used to
launch me into adventure, nor that desire and need of scaling or of
rounding mountains and capes to see what is hidden on the other side.
I have seen the sinister reverse of too many things....
I am taking with me but few books:
Joseph in Egypt by Thomas Mann;
Didtog und Wahrheit;
les Chroniqueurs du moyen age in the Plewde collection;
Les Pages choisles of Claude Bernard;
a La Fontaine, and
The Birth of Philosophy by NietzscheB in the recently published
translation by Genevieve Bianquis -which I was reading yesterday in
the train and have just finished in Marseille. I copy from it: "The great-
est loss to touch humanity is the miscarriage of superior types." In a
manner of speaking, for the saddest thing, it so happens, is that hu-
manity is not touched by it.
Probably I shall go and meet Robert Levesque in Greece during the
Easter vacation. Nothing recalls me to Paris before May. Here I am
free, as I have never been; frightfully free, shall I still be able to "try
to live"?.. .6
5  The titles of Mann's novel and Nietzsche's work are given in French,
whereas Goethe's Truth and Poetry is in German. The Medieval Chroniclers
in the Pl&ade edition was edited by Albert Pauphilet and, like the Selections
from Ckude Bernard, had recently appeared.
6  The last words are from a line in the final stanza of Paul Val&y's "Le
Cimetiere matin" ("The Cemetery by the Sea"), a poem opposing contem-
plation and action:
LeventseUve!.. . iljaut tenter devivre!
(The wind is rising!... one must try to \